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the summer is over, go home. 


hello, yes I’m back for issue number 4. for those confused, #1 was 
summer 92, #2 was the big full size for spring 93, #3 was the mini zine. 
everything is sold out except for the mini zine which is $.75 ppd. ok. it’s 
almost the fall and summer is over so we’re in season limbo, in more ways 
than one. here’s my life story as of September 1st, 1993. moved out of the 
shore house to find most of my clothes gone and some other things. I made 
up with my parents for the millionth time and decided to move back in with 
them and work until next semester, we’ll see how it goes. 

I’ve gotten a lot of responses from my last zine, both good and bad. so I’m 
going to try to inform the masses of why exactly I do this zine. this zine is 
about my life, think of it as a journal of sean mccabe. since my life is 
mostly concentrated on hardcore and having fun, as well as just plain 
surviving; that is the sort of stuff you’ll find within, you’ll find most of my 
stories from this summer, as well as some crank calls, along with reviews 
on certain musical selections I’ve picked up recently, and maybe an 
interview with a band that I find worthwhile to talk to. of course you will 
have contributions from my friends and articles on subjects I find important 
to me. you will not find photocopied animal rights literature, you will not 
find the 400th interview with a new age records band, and you will not find 
anything that doesn’t relate directly to me, so for now please leave abortion k 
and bill clinton alone for suggestions that I write about, if I offend anyone, 
then put this down, otherwise enjoy it and thanks alot. 

mini issue with caste available for fifty cents . 
everything else...borrow them from a friend. 

XXX 


■ 114 S. 20th St. (3rd Floor Front) Philadelphia PA 19103 | 
gj email: mwilkenf@navajo.ucs.indiana.edu_[ 

“here’s something for all you vegetarians out there... 

I have news for you, sooner or later, you’re gonna eat the meat, 
because this nation was founded on two things: meat and war. 
you eat enough meat, you’re gonna want to kill somebody” - 

denis leary, comedian 










sandbox fanzine summer plavlist 
statue ep - swiz cd - rorshach lp - lifetime lp - ressurection lp - 
no escape live nyu - frail / somerset demo - heroin - new order - the smiths 
- caste - lincoln ep - flagman ep - beyond demo - mouthpiece ep - 
patch practice tape - chain of strength ep - twist cd - desiderata ep - 

bands I saw this summer 

heroin-mean season-unbroken-undertow-sparkmarker-universal order of 
armageddon-chokehold-ashes-process-current-cavity-lifetime-holeshot- 
juliana hatfield-ocean blue-conviction-mouthpiece (gee that’s weird)- 
farside-point of view-disregard-structure-braille 

things I stole this summer 

bikes - 2 person rasta colored bike - hats - tapes and cds - inner tubes from 
the water park - chair and couch - cool shoulder bags - fake tatoos - 
clothesline shopping - surfboards - necklaces - kirn’s car - big ugly blue 
nike shoes - rings - comics - porno mags - back pocket snapples - fire 
extiguishers - smoke bombs - videotapes - and the list goes on... 

CQffl places I went this summer 

yeah...I might have went somewhere cool, yeah right, maybe. 
people I want to sav fuck von to: 

ocean city police department, officer juan a price of the monthgomery 
county police department in maryland, kim, kreg scott and white trash 
everywhere, the kids that jumped me, and everyone else that sucks. 

the sandbox psvcho of 

summer 1993 

this title goes undefeatedly to: 

Robby "redcheeks" Hagar 
he jumped off bridges, dove 3 stories into a pool, flipped 
off the boardwalk many times, mooched hundreds of dollars, 
bought ten million cds, stapled himself purposely in the arm, 
started lots of fights and won, took on an entire fire dept 
when the show he was putting on fell through and still didnt 
pay for renting the hall, took on an entire apt building and 
got a jock's hat, owns a roofing business at age 19, faked 
being handicapped with crutches, and still he lives on. the 
force is truly with you and we all give a light saber salute 

to you, robby. 











funny things during the month of mav 

This girl Carrie had a party in a field behind her house, bands played 
and alot of people were there, during the bands’ sets, all these jock - 
lollapolooza kids would start to “mosh”. I pretended to be from Europe and 
asked the hubrubber kids what was going on. they replied that it was a custom 
to do during bands. It started getting pretty wild with all the dorks starting 
fights and stuff during structure’s set Someone (I swear I don’t know who) 
started throwing snapple bottles at the jocks and yelling over the mike that 
“jocks suck.” the party shortly began to be over. 

Right after that party, Jason, Jme, AJ, N8, Jared, Anthony and Jen, 

Mike, Jeff Ducko, Ed Tits, and me drove down the shore. We parked our car 
about a block away from the boardwalk. In the car was me, jme, N8, jared, ed, 
jason, and AJ. everyone else parked somewhere else. We all got out. I started 
writing on a trashcan. Jason ripped up a tree with his feet N8 kicked some 
hotel’s wall. Jared just ran up and down the street yelling. AJ just looked for 
his contact lenses. This was all in about 5 minutes. The cops came and chased 
and almost apprehended us. We drove back about a hour from the shore where 
the party was and slept over anthony’s. We were down the shore for 5 minutes 
and left. fun. 

One day Jason and AJ were going over Jeff Ducko’s house to pick him 
for the shore. Jeff wasn’t home. They looked across the street and saw Jeff 
sitting in the middle of the field, surrounded with all his belongings, sunbathing. 
Jeff got kicked out of his house. Jeff stayed a long weekend down the shore. 

Dan and me made stickers that said : “DAN MURPHY SEAN 
McCABE ocean city nj 93 can we hang out?” and put millions of them all 
around ocean city so that when we moved in, we would be known. Everyone 
called us the sticker boys. 

I was at a party down the shore at Nicole’s house. The bathroom was 
full so I went out to the side of the house and started to piss. Out of nowhere 
comes the most hideous voice, “don’t piss on my lawn”. I ran into the house 
shaking. 

I moved in by myself at the end of may. I was bored. 

Finally, Jay moved down and we robbed soda machines with salt water. 
That mosdy didn’t work so I guess you can say we beat the shit out of soda 
machines with screwdrivers. 

the month of may ended, the summer was begun. 







stories of jimp 

We started playing this game up on the boardwalk when about 20 or so 
of us were all hanging out. We would all line up on the railing and one of us 
would wait for people to walk by. Then that person would say, “let’s hear it 
for...” and complete the sentence with something dumb like “short shorts” and 
everyone would clap. It got so bad that alot of people would get REALLY 
pissed off that we were making fun of them. It also got that people would stand 
around and watch us make fun of people! This, needless to say, started alot of 
fights but none of them won. 

Nate had “fuck their mind control” on his school bag. Him and Jay are 
on the boardwalk and these 2 ladies walk up to them, they ask him what that 
means and he replies about how society forces us to conform and stuff like that, 
they reply with, “yeah we know all about that, we’re satanists and we believe 
society is terrible so we sacrifice animals and the like.” 

We made a name for all of us that hung out and stuff, kano. it was 
named after the video game MORTAL KOMBAT that we all played, it snick, 
everywhere we went it was always, “oh there’s those kano kids” or “those 
straightedge kano dudes fuck shit up”, we didn’t mind, someone started a fight 
with nate and one of this dude’s friends walks up and says, “don’t mess with 
him...he’s kano.” needless to say, we ruled ocean city, we all had kano press 
passes so everyone would know who we were, it got to be a bit much but it was 
fun while it lasted. 

We were standing in front of the deli “the sandwich factory” one night 
at 3 in the morning. The apartment building across the street was filled with all 
these jocks. Robby started fight with all of them. He had kids hanging out the 
windows, throwing bottles down at him. This one jock lost his stussy hat. rob 
took it and thus that hat was the first kano trophy. 

When we were all bored (which wasn’t unusual), we all sat around and 
did nothing. Someone would yell, “CONTEST!”. We reached for our burer 
king hats with the name we affectionately called our penis scrawled on them. 
Then we began, we sat around and jerked off. whoever came first, won. AJor 
“leroy brown” won alot grimace, alien dick, satan dick, chewbacca, c3po, yoda 
dick, casper the friendly dick...yeah we all were perverts, so what? 

I rented a porno. I never ever took it back. 

Jay and Nate had to switch rooms in their house. They moved 
everything out of this kid’s room, they threw his air conditioner out the 3rd 
story window, to keep up, the neighbors threw a couch out their window. 

senior week was over. 





what happened during iulv? 

robby redcheeks would run and flip off the boardwalk. 

This girl with bright yellow cross color guido pants walks by while 
we’re all hanging on the boardwalk. I yell, “hey, chiquita called and they want 
their color for their bananas back.” she started flipping out and threw her bag 
and started screaming about how she’s gonna kick all of our asses and stuff. I 
ran home and got my big red cross color guido pants on. I ran back and asked 
her if we could hang out. she exploded until a cop told her to be on her way. 

I lit so many trashcans on the boardwalk on fire. They would melt and 
the firemen would come. 

Scott Palmucchi, that nut, would run head on into trashcans and fall 
down. He would fall off the boardwalk when he sat on the railing, he ran into 
wind chimes, he ruled. 

there was this thing called “the pit”, everyone would go swim in this 
quarry thing. I never went because it was filthy dirty and I wanted to have kids 
sometime in my life and nuclear waste does something to your fertility. 

at night, everyone would go to the chatterbox to eat it was like a diner 
filled with ten million kids from lam til 3am. I could yell at the top of my lungs 
and no one would notice. I did this alot until the manager, amy, yelled at me. 
then I became friends with amy. I still yell though. 

I was walking down the boardwalk with jason and we see this girl with 
a Tigger (from Winnie the Pooh) hat on. I take it off her head and run. four 
hours later. I’m in the chatterbox eating and she comes in. we start to talk and I 
hook up with her. she leaves and never talks to me again. I don’t care because I 
STILL HAVE THE HAT! (someone eventually stole it from my house though) 
the girls in the apartment next to us drank alot. one afternoon around 2, 
me and nate walked into their bathroom to find a drunk girl passed out she 
looked alot like teen wolf, we gave her the straightedge revenge by spitting in 
her eye. she woke up and chased after us. since she was drunk, she didn’t get 
far. a little while later, Nate opens us their door and says to us, “hey guys, look, 
there’s the girl I spit on.” she came flying out in a rage and started to fight nate. 

I never thought hitting a girl was cool, but this wasn’t a girl, this was teen wolf, 
they fought, it was the most hilarious thing I ever saw. 

this guy on a bike is riding down the b-walk. he drops his bike and lays 
down, screaming, “hey rent a cops, I just got into an accident! I fell off my 
bike!” the cops came and he started to run away, the cops caught him and he 
kicked one in the face. I tried to steal his bike, this was hilarious. 









we went pool hopping alot. we hopped every pool in ocean city, us and 
the disregard kids hopped into the waterpark and stole inner tubes, we ruled. 

this girl told us to park her friend kim’s car. me and dan and Steve gunn 
decided to take it for a ride first, we drove to atlantic city to holler out the 
prostitutes, we looked at the floor and discovered a car phone, we called elena 
ashes in Washington dc, we called isaac in Philadelphia, we called troll, we 
called dave mandel out in California, we finally parked the car about 3 hours 
later and about $500 in phone calls later too. yeah we felt bad....NOT! 
we stole alot of candy from alice’s work. 

we stole alot of lighters, candy, smoke bombs, sunglasses, and dumb 
soveneir shirts from mandi’s work. 

we stole alot of bikes but none will be remembered as fondly as big red 
bike with cushion..aah! seat. 

the cop heard me say “fuck you fat” to some girl I had met the night 
before and arrested me for loud and obscene behavior. $100 fine, yeah I just 
MIGHT have paid that one. 

one night we went to troll reveal’s shore house, we brought smoke 
bombs, handcuffs, and a sheet, we kidnapped him and brought him back to 
, ocean city, about 45 min away from his house, he slept over and then he asked 
us for a ride home. yeah, he hitchhiked home, that’s what he gets for losing his 
edge and having a band like reveal break up. yeah right, almost. 

we got evicted by our big fucking fat white trash texan accent money 
hungry fat bearded sweatball wears-the-same-clothes-everyday landlord Kreg 
Scott because we didn’t pay our rent everyone was supposed to pay $900. 

Amy paid $900. Dan paid $750. Steve paid $465. I paid $350. sorry amy. 

Ron fuck you fanzine, me, Alec, Dave, and Nate went tot he casinos in 
atlantic city, no we didn’t see Dan Homacker playing craps, we were gambling 
and causing a ruckus when ten million security guards came, we were almost 
kicked out when this mafia voice from the comer of the room yells out 
“LEAVE THEM THE FUCK ALONE!”, to make a long story short, this mafia 
drunk guy takes us to his limo, drives us to another casino in which we eat at the 
biggest breakfast buffet and gave us money to gamble, we rule. 

Steve gunn got fired, he was a busboy at some restaurant, he was tired 
and slept underneath a table for 2 hours, the owners let him sleep and woke 
him up. he said he was looking for a fork. 

dan murphy worked as a delivery boy for a pizza place, one day he let 
someone from work borrow his car. the next day he went to work and there 
was a sign on the window saying closed, he didn’t see his car or work for 5 
days, who was scared? 






one of us would buy ice cream and pretend to fall and drop it on the 
boardwalk. I would run behind them and eat the ice cream off the boardwalk, 
this impressed girls, I swear, you should try it. 

eric found a bag with 3 lollapolooza tickets and all these notes and 
poems in it. the note was to this kids parents about how they don’t accept him 
and his friends and how they should because at least he’s not a drunk like their 
lad and stuff, we felt really bad. but after we went to lollapolooza we felt alot 
better. 

the summer is half way over and we finally realize the shore sucks. 












the last month of summer: august 

I lit a big tractor trailer truck on fire, eric took pictures. 

I went up on the boardwalk to see what was going on. I’m there for 3 
minutes and I get arrested for standing around, jason and alec gets arrested, 
too. we are total smart mouths to the cops, while we’re in the station, robby 
redcheks walks in and asks for a band aid. he got arrested for the same thing 
earlier that day. while we’re being questioned, robby is wrapping his whole 
arm in gauze, he runs out of the station, yelling “police brutality!”, it turned that 
fine was for $75. yeah I paid that one, too. I also got a feeling that the ocean 
city police didn’t really like us that much. 

alice worked for some pervert named anthony at a water ice store, 
anothony was a little bald headed fuck, we never went in there when he was 
there so we would not get alice and everyone in trouble. I go in there to buy 
something with jason. anthony follows us out and tells me if I ever go in his 
store again, he’s gonna beat the shit out of me. I told him, “you little bald fuck, 
I’ll fuck you up.” we don’t like each other. 

yeah, me and dave and aj didn’t go to the nude bar. sure we didn’t, 
crud played a show with structure down the shore, we fought firemen 
because robby didn’t pay enough to rent the hall. yeah, fuck them. 

the summer is over, 
and I am missing 
alot of stuff. 






1 . 


crank calls 

call in talk show 

on the cable access channel down the shore there is a series of call in live talk shows, 
ince there is no delay this is an opportunity to have fun: 

talk with doctor trocki: 

loc:hello sean from ocean city what’s your question? 

ne: yeah I was wondering about the Clinton expansion program... 

loc:yes...and? 

ne:how it relates to the blowjob you gave me last nite? 
click* 

race time; 

hem: yes and what’s your question? 

ne: yeah I was down the race track and... FUCK! 

click- 

!. the nerd 

is: is scott there? 
cott: yeah, who’s this? 
is: it’s us. you’re a dork. 

cott: come over here you pussy. I’ll kick your ass when I find out who this is. 

is: oh yeah? you’re a nerd! you sit on the front of the schoolbus, you wear pocket protectors, 

/ou’re not a quarterback, you’re no prom queen, you’re a big fat stinking NERD! 

cott: fuck you man (with obvious tears running down his face) 

is: NERD! NERD! NERD! NERD! (much like Ogre from the movie Revenge of the Nerds.) 
click- 

J. hot mom 

down the shore, there is an all night deli in which a very rad looking teenage acting 
>lder woman works, hence the title of “hotmom”: 

is: is hot mom there? 
hem: who? 
is: hot mom. 
hem: who’s that? 

is: she’s hot...she’s a mom...she works there? 

hem: no she’s not working right now. she’s doing the snapple driver. 

click- 













4. the radio station winner 

a late night call to wake up people unexpectedly... 
them: uh hello? 

us: hi this is Bob Pantara of the post modem party machine at PST 97.5 fm! you just won 2 
free tickets to the Trocadero in Philly! 

them: OH MY GOD! (along with various screams of excitement) 
us: are you excited? 
them: yes! 

us: can I get a post modem party machine yell? 

them: yes! (along with gigantic screams!) 

us: what’s the best station in NJ? 

them: PST 97.5fm the post modem party machine! 

us: well guess what you’re a loser and you didn’t win shit! 

-click- 

5. the loss of a bradlees employee 

us: hello? is john there? this is Rob Henshaw of loss prevention at the bradlees store where 

John works, could I talk to him for a second? 

john’s mom: he’s sleeping right now. what is this in reference to? 

us: I don’t want to accuse anyone right now ma’am but tonight $25,000 worth of merchandise 
and money was stolen from the store tonight and we’re questioning all the employees, 
john’s mom: oh in that case. I’ll get him up. 
john: hello? 

us: (after repeating story) do you know anything about this? 
john: no of course not. 

us: well we’re going to need you come in for a lie detector test, we don’t want you to come to 
work until we call you as we’re closing the store until further notice, 
john: ok I hope everything works out. 

us: thanks and remember this is only a precaution, please don’t come to work, 
john: ok, I’ll wait for your call this week. 

-click- 













yeah. I’m back once again. I’m sitting in a kinko’s at 2 o’clock in the morning, 
haven’t we all been in a kinko’s before? I’m thinking about why the fuck I do this zine or do 
my band. I’m happy and I get alot of self worth out of doing it I feel better when I know that 
I’m getting myself heard, what I’m going to do now is sorta throw some thoughts and 
experiences out at you guys and see what you think. 

I don’t have a very good reputation, in fact alot of people have come up to me saying, 
“ooh I heard some bad stuff about you...”, alot of this is about girls, of course stories have the 
tendency to be exaggerated as they get passed along and this is no exception. I heard so many 
fucked up things from “you’re a date rapist” to “you and all your friends fuck girls for points”, 
none of this is true, at all. what I am going to do is set the record straight, not because I actually 
give a fuck about the people who tell me these things, but to maybe let you judge what I’m 
going to say and give some insight on whether or not I’m such a “bad” person. 

I date girls. I have not been involved in a serious relationship for about a year. I was 
involved with a girl for 2 years and it proved to be both a wonderful experience as well as a big 
waste of my time, we both played each other, we both cheated on each other, to make up for 
what the other one did to each other, on the other hand, it gave me my first real taste of the 
horrible yet beautiful thing called love, that girl sticks in my head. I can’t shake her and I don’t 
hate her. No one will ever replace her and I can’t deny that. I wish I could say I hate her just so 
I can get rid of her influence but I can’t I have, however, put her to rest and have moved on. 
ok. I am not looking to get married at any time soon. I am 20 years old. I am looking for some 
sort of commitment yet I find myself constantly falling short of reaching that goal, so what I’ve 
been doing is just meeting girls and talking to different people and hanging out no worries, no 
evil intentions, no nothing. I’ve been attracted to many of the girls I meet, which may be a 
reason why I started conversations with them, ok now the tricky part. I have also been with 
some of the people I have met kissed, touched, shared an experience with people, in some 
cases, that’s all it was, an experience and we both went on our separate ways, in some cases, I 
learned more about the person and found that, for various reasons, I really didn’t enjoy her 
company, in some cases, I totally fell in love in one night with that person, is that impossible? 

I think not yet alot of people tell me that love is black and white: you either love someone as a 
friend or a lover, no if s, and’s, or but’s. and plus you have to at least have a time span in 
which you can I love you to someone and really mean it I disagree with this, if I feel 
extremely close with someone I will use the word love to describe my feelings. I will say I love 
you. will I be lying? this is what I’m trying to get at. am I lying to myself? that’s one of my 
questions, ok onto the subject. I also have had many experiences in which I was greedy. I was 
with people and totally pretended to be someone I wasn’t. I did this with not the intention of 
“oh I’m gonna lie to her so I can fuck her” but rather, hey I want her to like me so what can I do 
to get her to like me? this is something I try to avoid but sometimes happens. I don’t have any 
reason for it it’s just like “giving into the moment”-sort of thing. I regret doing it later on and 
sometimes actually I’ve been in situations where that was the only way out. I am not innocent. 

I am not perfect, especially when it comes to this sort of stuff. I learn from my mistakes, if I 
sound like a horrible person, I am sorry. I have been called “sexist” by people who have heard 
bad things about me, resulting from rumors that they have heard, yesterday I recieved a letter 
stating, among other things, that I do not treat the female gender with the respect that it 
deserves and that I am sexist I don’t understand, am I sexist for being attracted to someone? 
am I sexist for my attraction to someone to lead up to me talking to that person? am I sexist to 
be with that person, whether it be kissing or sex? am I sexist if that someone just wanted to 
have sex and that’s it? am I sexist if I just wanted to have the experience with that person and 
not anything else, as long as I didn’t pull a “oh yeah I’ll call you tommorow” line? 




am I sexist for wanting to give in to my desires? am I sexist for indulging in fantasies? I don’t 
think so. I have had my share of one-night stands. I have been on both sides of that situation. I 
have known what it feels like to have been abandoned or abandon, have I ever committed the 
act of rape? no. that is totally false, the act of sex, however interesting it seems, is scary. I 
would never force it upon someone or have it forced upon me. when I heard that some people 
put me in the same category of that of a date rapist, I felt my blood boil. I couldn’t believe 
people were saying this, it’s not everyone, there are factors in that statement people who 
believe what they hear are passing it along, there are people who (gasp!) love to pass on a 
rumor, just for the sake of being able to say something, well guess what everyone! I am not a 
rapist I am not a male slut I am not a “whore of the shore”. I am human. I have made some 
bad judgement calls in my life. I have made same good decisions, too. I am human god 
damnit! I like sex! is that wrong? the only thing wrong with that is people who are addicted to 
it to that feeling of “I fucked her and left her”. I know people who are like that some of them 
are my friends, even. I know people who will go out of their way to be overly nice to everyone, 
just so thay can later use it for their benefit, my friends are not perfect but they are my friends, 
you, however, are people who are talking shit about me and my friends without knowing 
firsthand what it is like to hang out or be around, or talk with us. you are prejudging us. you 
are not perfect, you’re entided to your opinion, as everybody is but learn the facts. I’m sick of 
becoming your topic of the month, you have a mouth to talk about me, why don’t you try to 
use that same mouth to actually talk to me? I don’t want to come off like some hard guy, 
because I’m not. I’m angry, moral of the story: don’t be a little miss or mr gossip, don’t 
believe all the rumors, and sean doesn’t rape girls, thank you. go home. 

I would like to take this opportunity to say something about what I’ve been seeing alot 
of. basement shows, hardcore fests in the basements of someone’s home, this is godhead, it’s 
fucking rad. and I’m happy that my band could be part of these events, it comes down to how 
much you support this hardcore movement, does your “support” begin when you pay the 
admission price to middlesex community college and end with the trip to the parking lot after 
the show? we have people who care so fucking much about this hardcore thing that they open 
their homes to a bunch of kids they don’t know and let them sweat and jump around and play 
loud music and scream, that’s dedication making a difference, that last sentence was comy but 
true nevertheless. I want to say thank you to john hiltz, josh grabbelle, andy, crispy, and 
everyone else at 149 sommerset st, jeff intong, chris knotwork, and everyone else that has 
shows in their basement, it makes up for not having clubs to play in. it makes what we’re 
doing seem that much more real, thank you. 

I recently recieved a letter stating that “your zine isn’t worth the paper it’s printed on 
if you’re not true to what you say”, and went on to say that I have the power to talk about 
controversial things like abortion and animal rights but i have “pages filled with crank call 
bullshit that you put in a rave zine”. this all stemmed from a story I printed last issue about 
dick tricks. I also printed an article I wrote about my personal philosophy entitled “silence = 
death”, what I tried to get across in that article is that I don’t prescribe to any particular 
philosophy in life, with except maybe straightedge, but that’s more common sense than 
anything. I believe in right and wrong, not “p.c.” or “anti-abortion”, or “anti-sexist”, sorry, 
my zine is about me and how I fit in this thing called life, hence the title “a journal of hardcore 
life”. I write about things that I find funny or important to me as a person, not just so I can keep 
up with the next zine that has photocopied literature on animal rights and abortion. I know 
what I talk about in my zine whereas they may not be totally educated on it. who better to talk 
about my life than me? if you don’t think I’m funny or I don’t know what I talk about, then do 
me a favor...don’t read my zine! don’t waste time complaining about or to me! I don’t care! 
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reviews 

integrity “den of Iniquity” CD-this is a cd version of remixes of their 1st 7", the 2 
songs off the split, and the rare cassette single as well as some live stuff, dark 
empire 

Statue “filter the Infection” ep-this is god. four songs, 2 off the demo and 2 new 
ones in a jane's addiction meets chain of strength. I love this.. .revelation 
underdog “the dernos’’-nothing new...their 2 demos remixed and remastered for 
reissue, if you liked it then, you’ll like it now. you know the story, revelation 
trail / somerset demo-this is a demo containing 2 bands with 2 songs each, frail is 
a powerful political band sounding not totally unlike struggle, while somerset is a 
typical octave sounding hardcore with a girl singing, both bands have promise to 
show some worthwhile stuff, I can’t wait. 

heroin 12”-the biggest release yet from these godfathers of that crazy san diego 
sound, rad vocals with fast tempo hardcore, it’s no paper bag 7” but I still like it 
gravity 

25 ta life demo-new york is definitely not dead with bands like this around, 
hardcore (with emphasis on hard) ala sick of it all and killing time, has members of 
liscipline/oceans of mercy, four songs about life on the streets, mosh it up! 
rorshacil “Protestant” 12”-this is not a record, it is an experience, all the songs 
aren’t separated with grooves so they pretty much sound like one big song, that 
doesn’t matter, this scares me. hardcore with a metallic twing along with harsh 
/ocals with lyrics influenced by religion(?).wardance 
;wlSt Cd-mike from forced down and his girlfriend team up with some of their 
riends to give us a release full of flavor and originality, beautiful female vocals with 
a array of background music...piano, harmonica, guitar, this is rad. 
ifetlme “background” 12" -powerfnl emotional hardcore from these new jersey 
greats. I’ve seen these guys a million times and they just keep on getting better, 
aew age 

disregard demo-this is a new band with a sound not unlike supertouch, get this 
and expect good things from them! 

itual demo-2 songs, the songs are long and powerful as well as outstanding 
/ocals make this something to look for. 

me “remain” 12”-5 songs with a dag nasty / descendents feel all pretty pre 
aackaged by watermark 

?QnvlCtlPn 7”-has to be the most underrated band of the century, a personal fave. 
x>wer. hard, harsh, heavy, this fucking rules... out soon on watermark 
jndertQW Cd- this is a remix version of their overkill demo with a bonus live track, 
xjwerful hardcore, excursion 

incoln / hoover split 7” - lincoln does not come close to their seven inch and 
loover actually gives me something to tap my foot to. what no lyrics? art monk 
Ilutch 12”- this only has three songs but hell I love clutch, powerful grinding with a 
lelmet feel to it. big big label 

ingworm “the promise” cd- this is better than integrity, this rules, this is from 
:leveland. all new stuff plus redone demo songs, rad. incision 






















I think this concludes another issue of sandbox. I can’t really think of anything else to 
put in here, so I’m going to talk about bullshit that doesn’t make sense, ok? good. 

I guess this is turning out to be a new band alert section...ritual is a rad four piece from south 
jersey that’s been playing around lately, braille is also a powerful unit from the likes of the 
south jersey area, a motivated hardcore style, rumor around town is there’s a new band 
featuring tim no escape on vocals, check it out orange 9mm is going to be out on revelation, 
yea, big deal. I’m waiting for the new bold stuff, it as 4 songs from their 7” session that was 
never released as well as a new version of “always try”, cool, outspoken is making a return 
trip to the east coast in October then off to europe. mouthpiece and strife are touring come 
december and you better believe I’m going to be in that fucking van no matter who’s lap I have 
to sit on. watermark is certainly getting bigger, almost as big as the jordan brothers’ heads, 
there are so many project bands coming out I am so psyched to record for our seven inch, 
which should be out this winter, as far as zines go, there seems to be a steady stream of them, 
dan homaker is doing his ROYALFLUSH, dan murphy has a brand new DAYDREAM, 
mandel has a new INDECISION, justin and SUBURBAN, there’s always the reliable mat and 
RADIO RIOT, plus a flurry of others like BALANCE, DON’T BOTHER ME, and DOWN 
BUT NOT OUT who I just happen to be sitting next to right now. Pat seemed to pick the right 
night to come to kinko’s. kinko’s is such the hardcore hangout, everyone gets their zines and 
stuff done here and very rarely does anyone pay...let’s give a moment of silence for kinko’s...ok 
there, well I think that’s about it now I gotta go lay this thing out. thanks to the very 
numerous people I hung out with, wrote me and wrote back, and everyone else that cares and if 
you like what you see that write me and tell me. thanks and good night, 
august 30,1993 3:25am. 








I’m back in kinko’s again. I just can’t get enough of this place! I’ve been in an itchy 
mood lately, I increasingly have alot to get off my chest I guess I tried to explain that I try not 
to be sexist, as many claim I am. this was centered mostly at a group of kids in southern new 
jersey who have taken upon themselves to judge myself and my friends, their claims were 
based on rumors and they have no backing, except big mouths, when I got the first of many 
letters from their little pc-crew, I felt I had to get their heads straight about this, hence why I 
went off about that sexist stuff, now the more I hear, the madder I get enough already! I 
don’t know any of you at all and nor do I care to. please leave me alone, please do not include 
me and my friends in your little topic of the day. please don’t approach us and try to put on a 
tough guy attitude, we don’t care. I don’t care, you can talk alot of shit, so why don’t you try 
doing something constructive and not talk about me? I’m so sick and tired of your little crew, 
all I see that your “oh so self righteous” bunch has done is talk and talk and talk, you’re are all 
so perfect, sorry I don’t think so. 

there’s nothing better than sitting down in front of a computer with a can of arizona 
ice tea and a mind full of thoughts, tonight I think we’re going to do crud t-shirts, we’ll see. 

I am finding myself not liking anyone anymore, in fact I can probably name the 
people I do actually like on a list of twenty. I am constantly finding myself engaging in 
conversations with people and me not really saying anything more than hi or what’s new. 
sometimes I’m generally interested, sometimes I don’t have much to say. sorry I’m in a really 
bad mood. 

I have a girlfriend, full committment, full everything. I have come to the realization 
that I’m tired of playing these games. I want someone to myself and I want someone to care 
about me. I don’t want to go from person to person any more, it’s too stressful. I used to be 
like that, with the who cares attitude, don’t worry. I’m not throwing all my faith into this. I’m 
scared because it’s been a long time since I’ve done this, it’s been a long time since I’ve 
actually tried. I came close many many times but always it got fucked up. this time let’s see. 
I’m psyched. 

I’m going to be 21 soon, actually november 13th. this is so weird. I don’t feel that 
old at all. and I’m sorta the oldest out of everyone I hang out with so I guess I’ll be hitting the 
bars alone, shit. 

nobody seems to understand how much hardcore and straightedge means to me and 
alec, you see, we didn’t really have that much access to zines and records and other stuff, we 
just got what we got from stuff being passed around and from the local college radio show, 
we started bands by ourselves and started my first zine by myself, we didn’t have any help, 
we worked so hard at all of this, and now when we hang around where we live and see all 
these kids that are getting into hardcore and stuff, we feel pretty good, but there’s always 
people that are like, oh it doesn’t matter anymore, we’re no different than anyone else, all 
these bullshit that basically adds up to them not giving a shit anymore, fuck them, let them go 
smoke pot now and trip on acid and hang out with dorks who they hated at the beginning of 
the summer, they supposedly saw the light about sxe and hardcore, they turned their back to 
what they believed in. and I’m not supposed to get pissed off when these friends of mine 
don’t hang out anymore, “smoking pot doesn’t make you different”, bullshit. I’m your 
fucking friend goddamnnit and that means “I care about you.” now all I see is someone who 
gives cheap excuses for some new trend, well stay blunted good old pals, and in your own 
words, “miew...you guys are total nips now.” 

the best feeling in the world is when you don’t see people for awhile and then at 
some show you see them and you all talk and reminise about old times, it’s the fucking best. 




I fucking love crud. it’s been a year so far, would you believe it. a band practice 
in which we made up a couple of fast dumb songs to a full fledged band now. at first it was 
just a crazy idea and thanks to everyone for making it a reality. I want to try to accomplish 
something with this band and I can’t emphasise this point enough, all I want out of this 
thing is people to realize something: they can do it too. I am nobody special, just someone 
who has enough balls and is dumb enough to act like a fucking idiot on stage in front of my 
peers, the lyrics I write about are personal and may seem really angry. I am an angry kid. 

I hate alot of things I see going on, whether it be hardcore related or just plain related to 
real life, for me, playing a show is sort of like a therapy for me. I get all my frustrations 
and pent up emotion inside out in the open, yes I have a bad voice, yes I spit alot. yes I 
make very dumb faces and roll around alot. but I am getting it out. I am voicing my 
opinion, it’s not hard to do and if it really came down to it, I would stand up by myself, 
but I’m lucky enough to have friends to help me. I love alec dave ed and josh, thanks. 

I eat meat, yes that’s right I EAT MEAT! I used to be vegetarian. I really did. 
but towards the end of last summer I started changing my mind about it. that decision was 
along with others, last summer was sort of a change-of-life time for me. I went down the 
shore to get away from my girlfriend of two years who I just had broken up with. I started 
some self realizations about what I was doing. I felt I really wasn’t doing that much and 
vowed to be more of my own person, instead of what maybe people had expected of me. 
vegetarianism began slowly not to take on as much meaning to me than living my life as 
sane as possible. I am content with my decision, yes I still feel bad sometimes but other 
times I really could care less. I have enough trouble living my life without worrying about 
some dumb animal’s, sorry, maybe I’ll change but I really don’t think so. I like 
hamburgers and steaks with raw onions and lots of ketchup. 

vegan means no cheese on my cheesesteak. thank you. 
here’s a new one: girls in hardcore, my what a controversial subject, right? 
chicks up front, girl edge; whatever your fancy is, well I think it’s rad. go for it. I am not 
going to talk about any of those things; what I’m going to talk about is something I find 
more and more prevelant these days and quite truthfully more annoying than some girl 
dancing hard in the pit. that doesn’t bother me; what I’m about to say does, it seems 
hardcore has it’s own version of the “groupie”, motley crue, bon jovi, bobby brown all 
have them so why can’t hardcore bands? I’ve seen a lot of girls become “overnight 
hardcore superstars” just because they kissed alot of ass. for example, free shirts, free 
zines, free everything to these girls and I know it’s just them because I had to pay for the 
same stuff! it’s not fair, just because I like your band for music and the message, not 
because your guitarist is oh so cute. I’m not going to name names because we all know 
who they are. I’m just pissed because it sucks. I really doubt these girls are doing anything 
besides prostituting themselves for the sake of some recognition, fuck them! which leads 
me to my next bitching of the season. I would never go out with anybody in the hardcore 
scene, why? because it sucks. I care alot about hardcore, in some instances, that is what 
separates me from other people; it’s pretty much “my thing”, it’s what I do. I spend time 
and money traveling to shows, printing zines, writing letters. I don’t want to share that 
with anybody, and it seems girlfriends have the habit of being “passed around”. I would 
fucking hate that, that’s why my girlfriend may go to a couple of shows with me, if she 
really wants to, but most likely she won’t be by my side when I’m jumping off the 
mointors. this is not being sexist. I would love to have someone with the same beliefs and 
interests that I do, but I would much rather have a little variety in my life, my ideal date is 
not going to a middlesex show. I would rather do the old dinner, nice walk on the beach 




thing and maybe some quality snuggles. I don’t even like hanging around people at shows, 
only if they’re my really close friends, usually I just walk around and talk to people I haven’t 
seen and maybe pick up some zines or something in between the bands, like I said, it’s “my 
own thing”. I’ve seen too many girls become “band sluts”, so to speak, and well I would 
never want to set someone up in that possible situation because of the very fact that it happens 
alot. this summer I encountered one of these “hardcore groupies” and really got the short end 
of the stick. I didn’t lose much, except for a kick to my pride and some stamps, it just goes to 
show you that this “scene” that is supposed to be so different from mainstream society can be 
affected with the same vices. 

when people mention “militant” in their views, as so many do these days; militant 
vegan, militant straightedge; I get a little scared, to me, militant means close minded and 
where as I can’t argue with the fact of what they’re doing, I can however argue with the fact of 
how. when left go for too long, this “militant” idea breeds close minds and egos beyond egos, 
of course everyone thinks when I say militant vegan. I’m naturally talking about Syracuse. 
syracuse...hmmm, can’t say that I’ve ever visited there through no fault of my own, but I do 
personally know some of the kids that are mostly associated with Syracuse, namely guav and 
dj and john mackaig. these guys are rad and I think they really give a shit about hardcore, this 
is not about them, this is about a certain person I talked to from Syracuse, that I, along with a 
friend of mine, engaged in a conversation with, after hearing him talk, I had to just leave with 
a bad taste in my mouth. I won’t get into needless details but he basically said that the 
Syracuse scene doesn’t really welcome people / bands who don’t want to be questioned about 
their beliefs, he went on to say that the Syracuse scene actively thinks as a whole and agrees 
the same about the same subjects, being straightedge, ecology, and veganism, this is where it 
got messy, he also said that everyone really who hangs out is straightedge, and they don’t 
really want to and don’t hang out with anyone that isn’t firmly concrete in their beliefs which 
has to be the same as everyone else’s. where I can congratulate the Syracuse scene for a good 
sense of unity amongst them all and I can say that it really is a tight scene, I must also say that 
they fall short of something that will eventually be the downfall of that scene: diversity, 
people who are forced (when I say forced I don’t mean physcially, more of intense peer 
pressure) to believe in something like veganism or straightedge just so they can hang out with 
everyone else are doing it for the wrong reasons, don’t get me wrong, straightedge and 
veganism are two of life’s greatest ways to live; both take alot of self discipline and a good set 
of morals, but I can’t ignore the fact that if you start doing something (no matter what it is) for 
anyone except yourself, you are cheating yourself and others, it won’t be that important to you 
along the line when all those people you wanted to hang out with are gone, which probably 
means that you won’t be as into it and most likely not choose that lifestyle anymore; which 
defeats the purpose of those two together, the reason people are so outspoken about those two 
things in the scene is to educate ignorant people that what they are doing is wrong, it shouldn’t 
be used as an incentive to make friends or anything else, both are personal goals and very 
simply, that means it should start with the person, not any outside force, ok. now about 
diversity. I hang out with alot of people who I can safely call my friends who aren’t 
straightedge, or who once were but aren’t, etc. etc. the new jersey scene is made up of 
individuals who, if taken one by one, do not represent the entire scene in way of thinking or 
opinions or attitude, we have our punks, our straightedge, our skinheads, our politically 
correct (for lack of a better title), and our skaters, etc. together we represent the nj scene but 
individually we don’t, the difference in each other’s beliefs and attitudes is what keeps us 
going, it forces us to question ourselves as if what we’re doing is really right, we are not at 
odds with one another, as outsiders would have it seem, we all pretty much get along good 




with one another, there may be at times loud discussions but there is no violence over words 
here, ok now let me get to my point, remember that Syracuse kid? good, he claimed Syracuse 
was one entity and thought collectively as a whole and individually and everyone agrees with 
the same thing, he claimed that Syracuse does alot for the surrounding scenes and has its own 
working people who do zines and labels, etc. I feel this cannot last, everyone thinking the 
same thing and limiting their views of the outside real world can only lead to stagnacy and a 
high drop out rate. I can see the signs of it already, not to dis anyone’s specific zine, but to be 
quite frank, most zines that come from “that part” of new york state look alike and on a very 
general basis also say pretty much the same thing; veganism, straightedge, kickass gangsters, 
etc. this is not to put anyone’s effort down, you spit out what you’re fed from your 
environment you all seem to be very sincere and hardworking in your efforts but I’m giving 
you some advice: try to reach out a little more to people that might not share your views of 
things and take it from “the other person’s” point of view. I have this feeling that I’m gonna 
end up on some Syracuse kid’s hit list for all this but hell I’ll take the chance, after all, aren’t 
the earth crisis kids in jail anyway for stealing margarine? 

here’s a quick note: there will be no vegan revolution, please put your toy guns and 
your hooded ninja ski masks away for today, thank you. 

I miss everyone, alot. 

flagman is in the process of breaking up. this is not good, yet it was not an unseen 
casualty, alot of you fucks probably don’t care because all you did was talk shit and make up 
dumb things about them anyway, but I know alot of you do care, me especially. I used to sing 
for this band “back in the day”, we didn’t really accomplish much except for playing with four 
walls in a blizzard and with bum and recording a demo on a four track, this was all before aj 
was in the band, aj started singing and I sort of took a back step and just watched, they all got 
increasingly better and even though it wasn’t exactly “my” band, I still never lost that thought. 

I love you guys and I’m gonna miss it. aj changing 10 million times for a show, ed’s basement 
before a show while we’re packing the stuff up so we’re not later that we were already, alec 
and dave’s dad busting out with the map, josh brown coming in as a nice and innocent and 
now he’s a tainted monster, and all of the other stories that go along with a band, well it was 
fun while it lasted. 

did you ever wonder why kids can memorize the lyrics to 10 million records but still 
have trouble graduating from high school? 

are we making sense of all this crap yet? 

the new rumor around town: reveal II. yes a couple of founding members are 
digging up that old thing and with some more member changes, are going to give it all they 
got one more time! don’t worry folks, troll is not part of this one. 

driving far places seems to be something I only do with dan murphy, that kid 
fucking rules, his car rules, his mom rules, yeah daydream! 

traci’s house seemed like a good idea at first, but I just don’t see it happening 
anymore, too much bad karma with all the wifebeating, the animals, the insect infestation... 

how come the only band I really go off for is mouthpiece and I’ve seen them about 
14 hundred million times, they are so much fun. for those who didn’t already know, I am the 
official mouthpiece number one fan. yeah that’s me, the kid who is jumping around and going 
nuts during their set. yeah I punch the stage and pretend the microphone stand is an air guitar, 
so what? 

sometimes I hate hardcore and then I read MRR and realize I really hate hardcore. 
MRR is still a good thing to read. I don’t really put it in the same category as other 
zines or magazines, rather it’s in its class all alone; somewhere between “just read it for the 




ads and katy o’dell’s & dan o’mahoney’s articles” to “hey I need to take a shit, give me 
something I can read.” you figure it out where it belongs. 

kids have to calm down, alot. they take things way too seriously. 

aren’t we having fun yet? 

I’m telling you, arizona ice tea is making a comeback over snapple with hardcore 
kids, you just watch. 

I have so many places to move to and I can’t decide what address to put on my zine. 
go figure that one out. 

I made up with my parents. I love them, really. 

I think I am an official MTV addict I watch it at least 5 hours a day. yeah I get 
outside alot, can’t you tell? and I’m actually starting to recognize some music when I flip 
through the stations on the radio from my mtv addiction, what have I become? 

whoomp. there it is. whoomp. there it is. nice song, really. 

Tower Records must be the easiest place to steal from, for the past couple of weeks, 
I’ve had lots of money and no job. what I do is go into tower, steal cd’s (which is easy 
because most of them don’t have alarms on them and they fit really easily in my bag since 
they don’t have the big long boxes anymore...thanks michael stipe for that one), then I take 
those cd’s I stole and go into a used cd trader and get 10 bucks per cd for them, like a regular 
paycheck I might say. I’m being really careful with this one since it’s too easy to get caught 
and get greedy, speaking of stealing, it just so happens that we have been getting alot of free 
stuff lately and not really risking anything at all. we have been getting “the hook up” from a 
number of people, mostly everywhere we go. lucky or dumb? you decide. 

I have recently discovered the magic of public transportation, especially septa, it’s 
weird because I never usually would take the bus or the train but now I’m all for it and stuff, 
hell I have even hopped a tumstyle or two. I still grasp my mace tighdy though...I’m not that 
tough yet. 

I listened to the end of the gorilla biscuits cd today, with the conversations with gb 
and doug carron. it’s funny as shit. 

tim singer is rumored to be putting out a book of collection of youth crew stories 
entitled “boiling over”, that might be the best read of all year, I can’t wait for all that juicy 
gossip of the new york scene, call me a snot, but I love gossip. 

does ray cappo really have an illegitimate kid in California? wouldn’t that put a 
dinger on shelter’s west coast tour. I went into a record store in philly yesterday and I saw a 
book with ray cappo on the cover, it’s supposed to be a discussion of krishna between ray and 
some devotee (the same dude on the shelter record), on the back cover it has a bio of the two 
guys, ray is an “outspoken singer/artist who spreads krishna consciousness through his music, 
he will be releasing his seventh album, entitled attaining the supreme.” now is that a crock or 
what? and if you want to laugh further, take a look at the equal vision records catalog, it’s full 
of krishna paraphenalia all hyped up by big words and hip talk so to reach the kids’ wallets, 
rad. really, really. 

I must have ten million dollars worth of tickets and fines in ocean city, all for 
parking and a couple for standing around and doing nothing, parking & hanging out are good 
reasons to get arrested, really. 

none of this is thought out I just write whatever comes to me while sitting in a 
freezing cold kinko’s at 3 o’clock in the morning, yeah so sue me, ok? 

punk rock...who would have thought it got this far? 

beau knows, nothing, as a matter of fact, nothing. 




hate, what a powerful emotion, and dangerous, hate can cause someone to think 
unrationally and go fucking apeshiL and for that reason, hate is looked down upon, the 
concept of hating something is something people try to avoid and I don’t see why. hate, if 
used in the correct way, can be a powerful force, this is what fuels me. people are so afraid to 
say something bad about something they may not like, just because they don’t want to make 
people angry, this is wrong, please I encourage it, please get mad, get angry, get upset! tell 
someone to fuck off. walk right up to that kid and say what the fuck? open your mouth, 
scream your head off. use what you don’t like to push your thoughts over the edge to actions. 
I’m not talking about going out and blow up cars or hatebreeders or anything dumb like that. 
I’m just trying to emphasise the fact that if you think rationally and logicly and allow that 
burning emotion of hate be the factor between sitting complacent and taking a stance, then 
take a stance, are you getting the connection yet? good. 

I am not god. I am not some hardcore hero. I am an ugly ugly lanky dork who 
thinks alot about stuff and hopes someone cares enough to think about what I talk about, 
besides that I’m also the biggest asshole you’ll probably ever meet, but that’s another story. 

I am in a good mood because of someone special. I’m getting wrapped, 
why is it that nobody talks about sex in a good way? there’s tons of articles about 
sexism, rape, homophobia, bisexualality, and other bad things but never a nice article about 
making love to someone. I think people should be open and proud about their sexuality, this 
is not to say “put your sex life up for examination” but rather, explore the idea of sex in a 
positive way. there’s nothing more exhilirating than being underneath covers with someone 
and you’re both sweating and kissing and moving to a rhythm of passion that no one will ever 
be able to copy, this is rad. this is sex. sex is rad. I’m not ever going to press the issue of sex 
on anyone but I encourage you to explore it in a safe, conscious way. enjoy yourselves! 

there is about 10 of us hanging out in kinko’s right now at 4:20 am. is this slowly 
becoming the nocturnal hardcore hangout, taco bell by day, kinko’s at night? 

I’m a vampire. I sleep until 5 pm and don’t go to bed until 6 am. 
the thought of me down the shore by myself all alone no one else to talk to except for 
where ever I might be working at is a scary and very discouraging thought, this is n open 
request for mail, any sort of mail or packages or anything, any correspondence is needed 
desperately and answers will be quick since I will have nothing better to do with my time 
except for writing people back. WRITE ME! 

I seem to be getting all over the place, right now I’m sitting in bucks county 
community college computer lab. I went here last year and I’m going here again come 
january. right now I’m just hanging up here while dave finishes his printmaking project, then 
I’m hanging out with my girlfriend. 

I love using computers, especially Pagemaker. I made fake ID’s for me, jay, eric, 
andjeff. I had some help from kathy at the infamous kinko’s. they look pretty good 
considering I made them from scratch and had no idea what I was doing, so anyway, I sorta 
messed up. it runs out me, jay, and eric all have the same birthday, which happened to be 
yesterday, so last night we went to denny’s and ate totally for free since we told them it was 
our birthdays, and we didn’t even leave a tip! we’re such assholes, oh by the way, if anybody 
has pagemaker for the mac, send me $ 10 and I’ll send you a disk with the info and the layout 
to make yourself a fake ID. hardcore is about corruption! 

"you're not a fully realized artist until you discover your inner art” dave told me 
this and it sort of stuck with me. it’s about how someone may be something great but they 
don’t know it until they have actually tried and tapped into their potential, this can be applied 
to everyone s life, you don’t know if you’re great until you try to be great, this is pretty deep. 




“fisted” 

in and out...in and out... 
oh no she’s done it again 
a fist fuck to my brain... 
she’s in my head and 
I wish she would leave. 

I’m caught... 

I’m strapped... 

I’m raped... 

I’m alone. 

it’s a terrrible feeling when someone uses love as a weapon, we’ve all had our share 
of crazy psycho relationships, this is not about the relationship then, but how it is now, 
afterwards, after the messy break up, after the midnight phonecalls, after the following around 
where ever you go. this about when you are trying to get on with your life and her face pops 
into your thoughts and you starting thinking about how it “used to be” when you really want to 
be thinking “what should I do next”, there’s no escape from this and even the thought of the 
good times and the bad times can never bring her back. ever, you’re all alone to deal with this 
because no one will ever understand how it was between you two. 

“swallow” 
it tasted like shit. 

I still let you eat it 
I’m not sorry, 
not at all. 

because some people 
deserve to eat themselves. 

and I’m not sorry, 
eat it 
taste it. 

swallow the fuck. 

friends can mean the world to you only to then you realize that they are just filling 
your head with bullshit, they aren’t your friends, they are just a fake someone who tells you 
exactly what you want to here and agrees with whatever you say just to say it sometimes 
people deserve to get a taste of their own medicine, their idea of talking shit is not about 
talking bad about anyone or stuff like that; rather their talking means nothing at all. give it 
back to them, let them talk themselves into a hole, then start filling it up with dirt, bury them 
alive, let them swallow their words, let them swallow their fuck. 





“dedication” 

these words of dedication bum deep within my soul. 

I will never die and I will never fall, not for you. 

I won’t be a pawn in your sick game. I won’t be your slave, 
your intoxicants don’t mean shit to me. 
go ahead, talk your talk. I’ll live life clean, 
don’t fuck with me. I’ll kill you. 

now this is pretty much self explanatory, this song is about straightedge, it‘s about 
how personally I’m not going to let myself give up or in to the obvious disgusting habit of 
drinking and doing drugs. I have to much to live for. that is the easy part, the part of the song 
that has been raising eyebrows is the last line, this is not to be taken as a literal statement, this 
is to be taken as a statement to show the emphasis of my entire feeling, it has something that 
makes people say, “wow.” it’s more for effect than anything. I’m not going to kill anyone or 
anything like that, although there are so many times I wish I could, it’s just saying that hey 
watch out, don’t think I’m going to give in, don’t bother me, go away, and no I’m not going 
to kil aj because he smokes pot, although it does piss me off, he’s still my friend, sorry. 

I just got back from the night of my life, it was totally rad. I can’t put into words the 
feelings that were exchanged. I can’t describe the way it felt just to finally be alone with her. 

I can’t put into words just how much it meant, so I won’t, but believe me, it was good. 

this all zine is turning out to be more personal that I thought it would, people might 
get the idea that I’m some crazy wack case, no I just live my life to be as happy as possible. I 
hate alot of things so that makes it that much harder to live, somehow I get by. do you? 

I am college with dave again, it’s just for the day. I came here last night, too but that 
was only for a little bit today is different. I’m seeing like ten million people that I recognize 
from last semester and the funny thing is that they don’t recognize me. weird. I’m sitting in 
the library and it all comes back to me. the early mornings, the cafeteria food (which isn’t half 
bad), the cliques on campus. I want to come back so bad but not right now. I have things I 
have to get settled first, a car, some money, then college. I’m determined to see this through, 
a thing I noticed today is alot of people, especially adult students, sit around and complain 
about their teachers and how unfair they are. these are the same adults that probably have kids 
and when their children complain about their teachers, they take the teachers side. I don’t get 
it. but that’s okay. 

I’m always owing someone something. I’m going to owe josh money for a dumb 
mistake, it wasn’t our fault, honest, we weren’t being dicks, sorry. 

ed is going off to college in a couple of weeks, he’s going to drexel and I’m gonna 
miss him so fucking much. I love ed, he’s got the criminal edge, he’s got the brains, he’s got 
alot going for him. I wish him luck and I promise I’m not going to lose touch with him. you 
go for it ed. 

I’m going to go see my parents probably this week, after all, they only live a couple 
of blocks away from dave. this si going to be weird, can you believe they went to 
disneyworld without me? that’s like my favorite place in the world. I just want to make 
things right with them. I know they are never going to understand my outlook on life and why 
I do the things I do and I really wish they could grasp some sort of understanding of my life 
rather than the “you go to those slam bam concerts and print things up that say bad things 
about your parents.” I really wish they could understand me. it would have made things alot 
easier when I was growing up. oh well, I gotta deal with it. 





the steak sandwiches in the cafeteria have a strange effect they taste good at first 
and all but after a while, they sort of just sit there and hang out in your stomach. 

showering with that special someone is so much better than showering with the radio 
on. words of wisdom. 

fuck your mom. 

jay I have shotgun forever now because I called it and since this is going to be 
printed all over the place that means I called it alot more times that you ever will. I win. 
watch out for scratch’s zine, LIKE DUST I’LL RISE. 

ressurection is still together. I just found out I am truly a happy kid. that is also 
another of my favorite bands to see live, yeah I’m the kid upfront punching the stage and 
screaming, you don’t care, you like ressurection because they are some new age band. Hike 
ressurection because that is sorta a really big influence on me. this is not kissing ass. I mean 
this shit. I don’t idolize anyone in ressurection but rather the power and the raw feeling of it 
all. it rules, if you want to talk about the actual band themselves, then go write a bio column. 

I reaaly really really really really really really wish that caste would play another 
show. I swear to god, they are so fucking good, talk about lazy asses, 
a five inch record, bad idea except if it’s man is the bastard, 
if I blew up a college, would anyone care? 

when someone moves to boston just when things might look like something good, it 
sucks, you start to feel really alone and left behind, it’s impossible to have a relationship that 
faraway. I’m so dumb for thinking that it would work again, this time it is my fault this 
time I am giving up. I can’t handle it, sorry, maybe things would have been different but not 
now. too much is in the way. you’ll remain forever and I won’t forget but I just can do 
anything about it anymore. I have to live with what I have in front of me. I can’t take 
anymore chances, sorry. 

I wish I knew how my life was going to turn out. 
send me lots of money, now. 

I have to shave really bad. I hate hair except for on my head, my arms and legs I can 
stand, but anywhere else...it gets shaved, yes I shave down there, too. 

I think this is going to be it for now. see you in the winter, thanks everyone that 
helped out and support me. 

ok I had something... 

it’s September 22nd and yesterday something bad happened. I got arrested for 
shoplifting at Tower records, my supposed easy way to make money. I got caught. I am so 
dumb, if not for eric, I would have had to stay overnight in jail, he posted bail for me so I 
could get out. I feel like such a dirtbag. I am not a criminal in the sense of some dirty fucker 
who robs from old ladies and stuff. I just try to break and take from the system, the 
corporations that break us down. I try to slip through. I got caught, so now I go to court and 
pay a fine and deal with the consequences. I will be more careful, this is not a simple 
solution, this is not just a “give it up” sort of thing, the reasons behind me stealing from 
Tower have to do with my philosophy. I have to hit the system, the big brother, the father that 
runs indirectly our lives. I cannot give that up. but I will not be foolish. I will not be greedy. 

I will not be stupid, shoplifting is only one of the many ways to crack them, to damage their 
oh so tight rule of supply and demand on us. I will break them, and if going to court and 
spending some money to do this is part of the plan, then I will do it for now. but no matter 
how much money they take away from me, no matter their threats of a record, they cannot and 
will not ever be able to steal my thought of me hating this system in which we are bom and 
bred to comply and I will always think against them, the end. be careful out there. 




stance, use it as a stepping stone to higher fame yet all you 
know are ego trips and false claims, try so hard to make that 
name, acceptance, you craved but faced rejection so now you 
prove your self with your hard dance, “assuming” a hardcore 
stance, stance, stance. 

"for all the hard pit dancers who think they rule... ” 
emotion. I pushed it back in my head, locked emotion in a 
chest of lead. I refused to recognize emotion, its fire won’t 
engulf me. 1 cannot hide what I canot feel, as the wounds 
rip my face. I remember your face and let emotion free from 
its place. I surrender to the fire and from birth until the day 1 
die. I will ask myself, “does emotion lie?” love.hate.life.death. 

“the concept of a person's actions making you feel 
a certain way is dangerous, will 1 give in to it or will I lose?" 
scream. I ask myself why? this is hardcore and change or hate 
I will still be screaming, if this is your hate then let it flow like 
the blood that’ll pour from you. as 1 watch you I ask why. I 
will still and always be screaming. 

“ hardcore is a means of expressing yourself, use what 
you hate to fuel your voice, never shut up. ” 
dedication, these words of dedication bum deep within my soul. 

I will never fall. I will never die. not for you. I won’t be a pawn 
your sick game. I won’t be your slave, your intoxicants don't 
mean shit to me so talk your talk. I’ll live life clean, don't fuck 
with me. I'll kill you. 

"straightedge means I'm better than vou... ” 
rage, what once was there now is gone and all your accusations 
and convictions now fall on you. you have knowledge that means 
shit to you and I’ll be damned if I take you seriously ever again, 
you’re weak and a slave at one with sin. you begin to slowly smile 
but I’m not the one laughing, you're dying and I’ll be the one to 
dig your grave, your apathy and utter ignorance fuels my rage. 

"turn your back on your beliefs and make fun of my 
beliefs...of course I’m going to be angry ... ” 
i know. I know I’ve seen you before, you lit the match and shut 
the door. I've seen the damage you’ve done, you torched the rag 
and started to run. I know. I’ve seen you for what you are. I know 
what you are. you are no one. 

you talking shit about me gives away your identity>. it lets 
me know who you are. you fucking losers. ” 
money. money...need it to survive, cheat, steal, and lie. bleed my 
heart, finish to start. I am the consumer consumed by success, 
and you can take that to the bank. 

"money' makes the world go around. / wish l had more. " 
swallow, it tasted like shit. I still let you have it. and I’m not 
sorry at all. some people deserve to taste themselves. I’m not 
sorry, taste it. eat it. swallow the fuck. 

"dearfriends who turned their back on me, it's time 
you get a taste of your own fucking medicine, swallow it. ” 
nothing. I m so busy that I m doing nothing, so complacent 
with the same old shit, same thing day after day after day. 

"all work and no play makes jack or jill a dull person. ” 
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the purpose of this lyric sheet 

was to give you a better understanding 

of our live performances. 

fuck you and other hate mail: 

po box 974 newtown pa 18940 

vinyl out soon on: 
windward records 
111 deerfield dr 
cherry hill nj 08034 

crud is a cult. 
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